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Good Old Alfred! 


A very representative meeting to discuss the celebration of the 
forthcoming Alfred the Great Millenary was held on Saturday last 
at the Town Hall, Little Muddleborough, the Mayor (Lord Aubrey 
De Vere) in the chair. Among those present were Messrs. Aaron 
Oppenheim, Patrick O’Brien, Maculluin Mackintosh, and Owen 
Llewellin, Sir Guy De Montmerenci, and other well-known Saxons. 

On Mr. Oppenheim rising to move a resolution there was a slight 
disturbance at the lower end of the hall, caused by some uncompli- 
mentary expressions used by Mr. Cedric Breakspear, a local fire- 
brand of low character, and, presumably, of foreign extraction. The 
disturber, however, was promptly ejecied, and the meeting pro- 
ceeded without any further hitch. 

Several letters were read from very distinguished persons indeed, 
who regretted, in felicitous phrases, their inability to be present. 
One epistle in particular was much admired; indeed, so very beauti- 
ful is it’s phraseology, we are constrained to give it in its entirety. 


‘¢Old Kent Road, March 14th, 1898. 


‘““My dear Lord and Mayor, —Nothing but the distance and the 
travelling expenses should have stood in the way of my accepting 
the invitation you have been so good as to send me, to superintend 
the meeting over which you are to preside on the 26th of the 
month, to consider how most worthily to celebrate the Millenary 
of Alfred the Great. But, even if I had disregarded the distance and 
blown the expense, what more could I have done than I did so 
cleverly two years ago. Alfred, as I have before remarked, is the one 
Englishman pre-eminently fitted to be the national hero, and that, 
a Doctor Jim without exception, a Kruger without guile, a 
Chamberlain without fear, a Gladstone without reproach, and 
a poet untainted by log-rolling, he, more than any other, laid the 
foundation of our times, our court dignities, and our naval power. 
Well may he be proclaimed for a thousand years as ‘ England’s 
Darling.’ 

“I will not presume, especially from this address, to give any 
definite instructions as to the form the commemoration should 
take, beyond saying that it should wear the stamp of the ‘ practical 
imagination’ which animated the Poet King. By ‘practical 
imagination,’ need I say, I refer to something in the nature of a 
drainage system with a dash of poetry, ora public dust destructor, 
‘surmounted by something Japanese, which would at least be Early 
English.’ 

“ Believe me, my dear Lord and Mayor, 
° ‘Yours very faithfully, 
‘* ALFRED.” 


This letter naturally caused much discussion, no one present 
having the remotest idea who this Alfred could be. A lady, how- 
ever, named Blavatsky (a well-known Saxon cognomen), rose and 
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gave it as her opinion that the letter was a message from the spirit 
world, and was without doubt written by the Great King himself 

After some beautiful orations had been made, it was decided that 
public baths and washhouses should be erected in honour of the 
Saxon King, that Mr. Tanquill should be asked to write the 
dedicatory verses, and that the Duke of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha 
should be approached with a view to his presiding at the opening 
ceremony. 

After the usual mutual-admiration resolutions, the meeting 
dispersed amid scenes of great enthusiasm. 
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Oom Paul as a Licensed Victualler ! 


(Advocating the cold storage of meat in the Transvaal, President 
Kruger recently pointed out to the Volksraad the Republic's 
dependency on foreign countries for provisions, and said there were 
troublesome times ahead.—Press.] 


‘‘ Since the time when we riddled and routed 
The raiders,” quoth demigod Oom, 

‘“We have never lost sight of, or doubted, 
A fact which we pompously boboom— 

The fact that the stoutest and greatest 
Are WE of Terrestrial Powers : 

And we'll cling to that faith, till the latest 
Grim wound, and the death-gasp, be ours ! 


“ But, my friends of the Dopper persuasion, 
Dark epochs in front of us loom! 
And we'd best for attack and invasion 
Be ready!”’ quoth Nestor-like Oom. 
‘‘ Upon alien countries depend we 
For most of the viands we eat ; 
So to shrewdly sound policy tend we 
In scheming cold storage of meat! 


“* We've sworn that we'll treat with derision 
All foes who our bordersinvade ... . 
Hence, for heaps of provisions provision 
Must ’cutely, astutely, be made! 
Certain pices (Great Britain and others) 
May our GIANT-LAND strive to o’erthrow : 
So—we’ll first meat ourselves, O my brothers, 


qe 


Then dauntlessly meet ev’ry foe! ! 


or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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Ethel (aged 15) 
hair up?” 
Mamma,-—* Certainly not, Ethel' Wait uw 
between Mr. Cashley and your elder sister—then you 
Ethel..—** But I believe he has a greater fancy fo 


WHAT NEXT, INDEED? 








A en agree ent 





Nehushtan Versus Klondike. 


“Don't you think, ma, I am big enough to have long dresses and 


engagement comes off 





A Little Too “Free.” 


Tue West Indian difficulty, in spite of 
Mr. Chamberlain’s doles, is likely to bea 
thorn in the side of the Government 
until it is thoroughly dealt with. The 
fact of the matter is, Free Trade, instead 
of being looked upon as an economic 
question with, like every other question, 
two sides to it, has become a fetish so 
blindly worshipped that its high priests 
dare not offend its worshippers by even 
hinting that measures takem to counter- 
act bounties would not necessarily entail 
Protection of the Lowtherest dye. The 
Free Trader has become a fanatic of the 
worst type, and were the West Indies 
ruined, and our other colonies alienated, 
he would still shout his unmeaning 
shibboleths from the house tops, and 
imagine himself the one and only true 
benefactor of mankind. 


«Oh, let’s be free! ” the Briton cries 
In all his varied moods— 

“Oh, let’s be free as we can be 
With other people’s goods. 

Our sugar trade is ruined? Well, 
Cane sugar’s very heady— 

Besides, you know, as people go, 
We're sweet enough already. 

“ So let our Indies pass away— 
What are those Isles to us? 

An isle or so may surely go 
Without this foolish fuss. 

Our adversaries see our fleet, 
With envious thoughts they’re eaten, 

But if we choose our cane to beet, 
We by ourselves are beaten!” 








A Misnomer. 


[A benefit performance was given at 
the Queen’s Theatre of Varieties, Poplar, 
on behalf of a bargeman named George 
Little, who, though only 34, has suc- 
ceeded in saving no less than 37 lives.] 


Brave man! to save so many souls 
From a sad watery fate; 

No one could be-Little such deeds, 
But his name should be Great! 








To Heel. 


Lady (interviewing servant).—‘‘ Have 
you any followers?” 
Servant (surlily).—‘* Only a dorg!’ 








[‘‘ A person possessed of 14d. ought not,” says Mr. Plowden, “to 
be charged with lacking visible means of subsistence. 
more visible than a half-sovereign !’") 


Quenchmethirst Quaffapint Pott, Esquire, 
Had out on a slakewallow been ; 
And, feeling o’erwhelmed by the “ waters of fire,” 
He slept in a bathing-machine. 
But a “‘slop” heard him snoring as there he did doss, 
And awoke him, and howled, ‘‘ Have you any 
Durned visible means of subsistence, old hoss?”’ 
And the bacchanal answered, “One penny 
Ish all the shpondulish—hic! hic!—whish I got!” 
And the constable, manfully quelling 
His lofty disgust, lifted Quaffapint Pott 
And escorted him safe to his dwelling. 
For the limits of his duty a “ peeler”’ transgresses, 
If he Bridewells a snorer who a penny possesses ! 


——_ 
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The penny is 


Then bellowed the tipsy one: “ Sirrah, avauntsh ! 
Or I'll getsh yer chucked out o’ employ! 
Thish ‘ere little coin in yer face I flauntsh— 
It’sh a golden half-sov., me boy! ” 
Quoth Robert: “ You're screaming-blind-raving-dead ! 
Why, that coin isn’t visible, sir! 
[And, “to prove my assertion,” he mentally said, 
** Til the gold to my pouch transfer! ’’} 
Come along to the lock-up, or you'll body I'll truncheon! 
You'll be fined, in the morning, five bob before luncheon!” 


MORAL. 


You should never of “‘ refreshers’’ imbibe such a number 
As will tempt you in out-o’-door domiciles to slumber ; 
But, if ever you're so foolish, pray reflect, with discretion, 


That it’s better to have pennies than pounds in your possession ! 




















Fools. 


THERE are April fools in plenty 
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_ Swell (who ha; thrown away cigar end).—‘ You nasty little 
beast /”’ 














“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


WE are still enjoying the hors d’oeuvre of “ politicians on toast 
ala crisis.” But we seem no nearer to the entreé of war. We are 
all dying to be at one another, but we are all frightened to begin. 
The more democratic the country the more blood-thirsty it is, and 
the more put to it are its rulers to keep the popular passions under 
control. We have heard the cry of “ Wolf” so often, so when the 
bloody-fanged beast really does appear, we shall not believe it, and 
shall just as likely as not be caught asleep. War generally comes 
upon us as a bolt from the blue, like the Crimea after the peaceful 
ries of the International Exhibition in Hyde Park; it is much 


augur 

more rarely preceded by the alarms and excursions— to West Africa 
and elsewhere—that we have been enjoying for such a lengthened 
period, 


* * 


The one man most concerned as to whether England is going to 
war with Russia abous China, or France, about the Niger, or 
Germany, about nothing in particular, is not the Premier of this 
country, or the leader of the Opposition, or Mr. Goschen, or the 
British taxpayer, it is Mr. Paul Kruger, who is waiting on events, 
and watching the tail of the cat to see which way it jumps. We 
shall hear very little about denying the suzerainty if we manage to 
keep clear of war with one of our powerful neighbours. But if we 
are drawn into the vortex of the fight, do you think that Mr. Kruger 
will waste many hours before declaring the abrogation of the London 
Convention? Not much. He is a very wilely old bird, and he 
knows the difference between a hawk and a hearnshaw, the hawk 
being England at peace in Europe, and the hearnshaw being Eng- 
land at war with some first-class Power. 

* . * 


Before these lines are in print the boat race will be fought and 
won. Truly, we are sport mad. There was nothing more galling 
to patriotic minds than the sight of the contents bills of the even- 
ing papers during the most acute stages of the recent crises with 





“ be taken on trust, ought they? If a signal cannot be seen, the 


Russia and France. When any moment might have brought war, 
when the mind of every thinker was filled with thoughts of national 
affairs, the only things we saw wherever we went were the bulletins 
of the evening journals announcing the progress of Australian 


~ ” ~~ 
Let us have sport by all means; but it threatens to undermine 
our national éxistence, and to take the of every serious thing 
in life. Nero fiddled while Rome was ing, unless he was very 


much maligned. But Englishmen, seeing their country in the 
direst peril, are studying the odds of the latest race, or craning over 
each other’s shoulders to discover the scores of twenty-two young 
fellows who are banging balls about on the other side of the world. 

i n see themselves being elbowed out of the markets of the 
world, their trade—their life-blood—growing more and more 
sluggish because of the perseverance and assiduity of their rivals, 
and take no notice whatever, because the hours that other nations 
give to business are here given to seeing other people play cricket, or 
football, or ride horses. 

=x . 3 


Why should there be any railway accidents? It seems absurd 
nowadays—an anachronism. It is so out of date. Accidents 
should have been things of the past many yearsago. When we 
hear of accidents because the fog was so thick that the engine drivers 
could not see the signals, one sits up, and gasps. It was many 
years ago that the reform was instituted that unless the signal said 
“‘clear,”’ the driver was to consider that the signal said “ danger.” 
Well, if the fog is so thick that the signal says nothing at all because 
it cannot be seen, is not the driver to comsider that it says 
“danger”? And, if not, why not. I am not referring to any 
accident in particular, but to accidents in general. Surely that is 
the only way to look at it. If there is fog, the signals ought not to 


train should be brought to a standstill. If there is another train 
allowed so close behind that there is not time to draw up when the 
signal is seen, then there is a very grievous fault somewhere. 





———— 
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Small Boy (who a same ).—** Peg pawdon, sir! 


’"Ere y’are,sir! Thort y’ad done with it, sir! 
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Miss Wiseacre.—* Rave to her about the beauty of some other lady—and see.” 








My “Uncle”; or, Popping 


an Eastern Question. 


PAWNBROKER Butt (looking dubiously 
at vases offered by China) :— 


H’m.! Somewhat brittle, my man ! 
A little bit chipped, I should say 
Oh, their value’s immense ! 
Well, 1 meant no offence, 
But, of course, I don’t do this for play! 
No, it’s simply a business affair; 
And a vase if it’s left upon hand, 
Though it looks very nice, 
Doesn't fetch a big price, 
As, of course, you must well under- 
stand ! 


Yes, I know you're a customer, John ; 
And have been so for quite a long 
term— 
But, pray, how do I know 
That you'll never, Sir, go 
And buy goods of some new-fangled 
firm ? 
You promise you'll still buy of me! 
H’m! But promises hardly will do— 
When there's France, and there's 
Russia, 
And go-a-head Prussia, 
All touting for orders from you. 


You must know, too, I've dealt on the 
pues 
7 
ieania's 
(Unfittest survivals) 
Just make up their samples “to sel! 


I wonder if she ever has sad moments, like the rest of us.’ 





FEMININE FAILINGS AT A LAST CENTURY BALL. 


Young Sir Charles.‘ How brilliant and gay our hostess always seems ! 
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If you ask for solidity, man, 
You must stick to this sturdy old 
shop 
The position I’ve made, 
As you know, in the trade 
Is considered—well, right at the top! 


You can’t say I’ve robbed you so far 
Can the other firms say, Sir, as much ? 
You must surely have seen 
They would pluck you quite clean 
If they once got you well in their 
clutch. 
Cheap and good is my motto, my man, 
Dear and nasty the work of the rest, 
So you'll still stick to me 
And will let the rest be 
If you’re anxious to act for the best. 


Well, you've come to the right shop, no 
doubt, 
Still these vases, you know, well, 
they’re old, 
And I don't want to buy 
At a price that’s too high, 
Well, in case I myself should be sold. 
Still, I might lend a sum on the pair, 
You had better, my friend, drop the 
mask, 
For this bargaining’s slow, 
It is time that [ know 
Just how much or how little you ask! 


+} 
sie 





It’s a good thing for you 
That l’m willing to do 
A kind act for old friends, Sir, I guess. 
You're a customer, and it’s as that 
I must treat you, I fancy, to-day, 
It is well I’m your friend, 
And have money to lend, 
Or | fear you’d go empty away. 


But, of course, I shall want a return— 
You must see that my name ddesn’t 
fade ! 
You must still deal with me, 
Though my rivals make free 
With your ports in the name of Free 
Trade. 
You must keep your door open, my 
friend, 
For my travellers still to come in—- 
For in everyone’s eyes 
China’s custom's a prize 
That the wide world is anxious to win. 


Here’s some money then, John, but take 
care 
That in future you stick to this firm— 
For my rivals, you know, 
Want to run the whole show, 
For they think they are Bulls in the 
germ. 
So remember, whatever you do, 
That it’s Bull who is China’s best 
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MY “UNCLE.” 


JOHN BULL (LOQ.).-WHAT DO YOU WANT ON ’EM?” 
JOHN CHINAMAN (LOQ.).—“OH, ONLY £16,000,000.” 
JOHN BULL (LOQ.).—“I DON’T THINK YOU'LL GET IT HERE.” 


UNCERTAINTY AS TO THE INDEPENDENCE OF CHINESE TERRITORY CAUSED BRITISH SUSCEPTIBILITIES TO JAR WITH THE SUCCESS 


£2 000.000 ONL} S SUBSCRIBED IN LONDON, 
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Caste on an Island. 


CHAPTER V.—“ BLOODSHED.” 
Apsect consternation was imprinted on the faces of both 


- Buccaneer Bill and Ruddycut as the Duchess resumed her seat, 


conscious of having settled the election of queens entirely to her own 








“Brann me? SHOW ME THE MAN THAT’S GOING TO DO IT.” 


satisfaction. The two chiefs clutched each other weakly by the 
arm, and looked vainly into vacillating eyes for moral support. 
Florence, Duchess Rosemary, had given them a poser. 

“ It’s all your doing, Ruddycut,” said the Pirate King, “ and you 
will have to take her now.” 

‘ T’ll see you hanged first!” replied the Bandit coarsely. ‘I will 
take the lesser portion or none at all.” 

“You forget our contract, Ruddycut. You are bound to take 
half our unmarked booty since you have raided us at this particular 
moment, and the two ladies must be divided up between us.” 

“What does the Duchess wéigh?’’ inquired Ruddycut 
abstractedly. 

‘‘ That’s no use,” said the King sharply ; ‘‘ we both want the little 
one, and if we decide that way the —er—er—make-weight would 
go with her as well. Come! Come! Take your pound of flesh!” 

“ My many pounds of flesh, you mean,”’ retorted the Bandit Chief. 
‘But see! The gracious lady is beckoning you.”’ 

‘‘ N—No. It’s you she wants,” stammered the Sanguinary Scourge. 

‘‘It cannot be. The Duchess and I are not acquainted. Besides 
I have no fancy at present for a closer interview. My beard is 
better out of reach of those fair fingers.”’ 

The Duchess, indeed, looked dangerous. There was a slight pucker 
round her mouth as she imperiously waved her hand towards the 
Pirate King. 

“Ts it well, O Sanguinary Scourge "’ she commenced, as he 
approached, ‘that the first order of your Queen is disobeyed? I 
demanded the branding of the Princess Flinders, so that both 
Pirates and Bandits should know they have received their 
equivalent. I believe that is your law.” 

‘‘ Even so, your Grace,” responded the pirate; ‘‘but your order 
cannot be obeyed for two reasons.” 

“ And they are?’’ demanded the Duchess, sternly. 

“ Firstly, we do not consider the Princess Flinders equivalent to 
the Duchess Rosemary.” 

“ I should think not,” snarled the Duchess. 

‘And, secondly, there is a slight hiatus as to your accession, 
which might possibly be filled by the Princess Flinders herself.” 

“And thirdly, and lastly,’ said Polly, ‘‘ the Princess Flinders 
would just like to catch anyone trying it on; that’s all. Queen or 
no Queen, you ‘aint going to disfigure me for life. Brand me! 
Show me the man that’s going todo it. I'll——Mr. Small, seize 
yon craven Pirate King and the fat-headed Bandit, and knock 
their ugly heads together.” 

“Ay!ay! your Majesty,” said Mr. Small, advancing. 





“ One moment, fair maid. You area trifle precipitate,” said the 
Pirate King hastily. ‘‘ There’s another way out of the difficulty. 
We must set a price on the Princess Flinders. I will take the 
Princess and give you a subsidy on the ‘ customs’ and post office of 
the Island.” 

‘“‘ Never heard of them,’’ replied Ruddycut. 

‘‘ Perhaps not, but they shall exist from this day forth. It is the 
usual security for a prince to offer.” 

‘‘No!” said Ruddycut, ‘‘I won t take your subsidy. What think 
youof this? I take the Princess, and give you—as a make-weight— 
a couple of hams, my old dog, two razors, and a rat-trap, and—er— 
er—throw in Her Grace the Duchess.” 

e Duchess was speechless.) Bi ts 

‘‘ Ha! ha! ha!” laughed Polly. ‘ Duchess, you ain’t going at a 
very fancy figure after all. But you’re not doing it right at all, 
Sanguinary. Pirates and Bandits never buy or exchange their 
queens. They just draw a pistol from their belts, seize the beauteous 
damsel (that’s me) round the waist, and dash off with her to his 
home in the forest glade, leaving her dying lover weltering in his 
gore. That's the sort of Johnny I want to be Queen to. Now! 
Who’s going to welter?”’ 

“'Tis the heavy weight, we are thinking of, fair maid,’ said 
Ruddycut stroking his beard. ‘‘ But I will attempt the ordeal. 
Permit me.” 

‘* Save me, Sanguinary,’’ shrieked Polly, as the Bandit approached; 
‘‘ or all is lost.”’ 

‘* Now, look here, Ruddycut,” said the Pirate nervously. ‘‘ We 
can’t allow that. You are forcibly taking more than your share of 
the booty. You are disobeying the laws of the island.” 

* Confound the laws of the island,” rejoined Ruddycut. “Ha! 
ha! you are mine, fair maid!” 

‘‘Hear! hear! that’s the sort,” said Polly, approvingly. ‘ Now, 
Scourge of the Pacific, it’s your turn.” 

“* What am I to do?” asked the Pirate, in despair. 

“Do? Well, you are a muff! He’s broken the laws of the 
country. You do the same. Do! Why, just land him a left- 
handed twister.” 

“Strike him?” 

“Yes! unless you would prefer to kiss him.” 

Obedient to the commands of Polly, the Pirate King advanced 
towards his hereditary foe, and smote him a violent blow on the nose. 

The Bandit fell backwards, and put his hand tenderly to his face. 

** What is that?” asked the Pirate King, with a horrified gaze. 

“ That's ber-lud,”’ said Polly solemnly, ‘‘ and you have shed it.” 

en Bill, the Sanguinary, sank in a heap on the sand and 
moaned. 











A Kwnock-pown Biow. 


“* Woe is me!” he sobbed; ‘‘I have broken the laws of the island. 
The contract is annulled. The poor Bandits may no longer make 
their periodic raids, and will doubtless starve.” 
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“Not so!” roard the Bandit savagely. ‘We will also break 
through our traditions. Never shall it be said that Ruddycut 
received a blow in silence. I will be bitterly revenged, you— 

ou-——.”” 

me Give him some more, Sanguinary,” said Polly calmly, “ he’s 
getting cheeky again.” 

“Stay,” said Ruddycut, a little more mildly, “it is sufficient, 
painfully sufficient. King Buccaneer Bill, take notice that I, 
Ruddycut, declare war against you and yours from this 
day forth, and evermore. Fair lady,” he continued, turning 
to the Duchess, who had been sitting savagely biting her 
nails, in mortal vexation; ‘will you be our Queen and 
aid us in decimating this blood-thirsty race—these strikers of pro- 
—. I willingly recall my disparaging remarks towards your- 
self.”’ 

“Say no more, Mr. Ruddycut. I will be your Queen, and with 
Captain Taffrail’s aid we will exterminate this canaille. Ha! ha!” 
she continued, vindictively turning to Polly, ‘‘ My time has come! 
Beware! you—-you—HUSSY !”’ 

‘Mind the step, Duchess,”’ said Polly, laughing. 


[To be continued.] 








Waftings from the Wings. 


THE gay, the glittering Gondoliers! bright, merry, tuneful, topsy- 
turvey, delightful. By no means the best of the glorious Gilbert- 
Sullivan series, it is so incomparably superior to the vast majority 
of the imitations of that series that it should crowd the Savoy for 
a very longtime. It is sucha pretty work. The words and music 
fit like a glove, a well-made glove, otherwise the comparison is not 
a happy one, 


Of all the fine old cast—I am not referring to the ages of 
individuals, but use the word as a term of endearment—only one 
remains. But as that one is Miss Rosina Brandram we have much 
to be thankful for. We miss Rutland Barrington, Jessie Bond, 
Geraldine Ulmar, W. Denny, Courtice Pounds, and the rest 
of the merry band now scattered through theatrical London ; 
but most excellent folk have taken their places; and, though 
memory still has its charms, the present has also its compensations. 
Walter Passmore is a compensation of the first rank; he is the 
funniest low comedian the Savoy has ever had. As the Grand 
Inquisitor, Mr. Passmore, diminutive as he is, is really immense. 
He is droll from top to toe, and from finger-tip to finger-tip, with 
arms spread outwards. All the old humours are safe in his hands, 
with an added flavour, 


Miss Rosina Brandram is as young, as artistic, as unequalled as 
ever; her lovely voice—what a lovely voice it is!—is as full and 
rich as before, the bell-like contralto tones, so perfectly produced, 
as mellow and resonant. Histrionically, also, Miss Brandram is 
beyond cavil. Messrs. Charles Kenningham, Elton, and Lytton— 
the last named a funny man with a fine voice—a rara avis, indeed 
—all are excellent. Miss Emmie Owen is positively delicious ; 
vivacious, pretty, a songstress of much ability; Miss Owen isa 
credit to the Savoy. Miss Ruth Vincent is another young lady who 
is everything that is nice. 

Chorus, as charming and tuneful as we expect at this theatre ; 
orchestra, the very best we know in connection with light opera ; 
mounting, all that is gorgeous and animated. Why should not The 
Gondoliers run until the great Carr-Pinero-Sullivan opera 1s ready 


to break forth upon an expectant world ? 
GOSSAMER, 


The Adelphi will re-open on Saturday evening, the 9th April, 
with an American four-act drama, The Heart of Maryland, by 
David Belasco. The incident is suggested by the American Civil 
War, and the caste is selected from Mr. Charles Frohman’s New 
York Company. The play, from the synopsis, promises sensational 
matter in plenty. 


“ Armour Vigoralque cano,’’ Certainly. After partaking of a cup 
of Vigoral, manufactured by Armour and Company, of Chicago and 
London, I cannot do otherwise than extol its merits. This concen- 
trated nutriment of prime lean beef, delicately seasoned, is 
nourishing to both weak and strong. You simply mix this semi- 
solid extract with hot or cold water, and the drink is ready. For 

ating men and athletes generally this beef extract is very 
convenient. In America they call it ‘‘ The Athlete’s Stand-by.” 


Armour omnia vincit, 


———— 


The entire fortnight’s programme for the Shakespearian Festival 
at Stratford-on-Avon is.as follows :— 
Mon., April llth (Easter Mon- 


day)..... . Julius Cesar 
a Ree ype oy . Merchant of Venice 
a a GE Gabanekanenaas Richelieu 
an Seeicehoco ons cas Antony and Cleopatra 
Fri. » -' SSI LS Antony and Cleopatra 
Sat. ,, 16th (Matinée) .... Hamlet 
Sat. » 16th (Evening) .... The Taming of the Shrew 
wees as BPR saciid. week .. Antony and C tra 
Teme. 2.6K i Coriolanus 
Wed, 5, Mtb vs.i..e seseeee The Merry Wives of Windsor 
Teen «MB. vice isvisk Twelfth Night 
Fri. » ME oi Sates ..» Henry IV. (Part I1.) 
Sat. » 23rd (Matinée and 


Evening).... Antony and Cleopatra 


AUTOMOBILE CLUB oF GREAT Britarn.—This club, which occupies 
rooms in Whitehall Court, London, was founded late in last year. 
Our reason for mentioning the club is the fact that it is intended at 
Easter time to make a tour on motor-vehicles, which is to start 
from the club-house on the Thursday afternoon before Easter and 
to journey through the southern counties, stopping at Guildford for 
the Thursday night, Winchester for the Good Friday night, 
Chichester for Saturday night, Worthing for Easter Sunday night, 
and Tunbridge Wells on Easter Monday night, and from thence 
returning t>2 London. The tour will be a pleasure tour pure and 
simple, and the carriages will be driven by amateurs. This is the 
first motor-vehicle tour of more than a day’s duration ever 
organised in this country. 


The spring exhibition of flowers by the Royal Botanic Society, 
Regent’s Park, will be held on the 30th inst. 








Onty in play they check each other, 
For now it is brother and brother ; 
Good feeling ne’er will turn to hate, 
It is a case of mate and mate ! 














Et nos cedamus Armouri. 
Horace Vigoralised. 
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TAKEN NEAT. 





First Toper.—‘ Do yer know Governmint is a bringin’ in a Bill 
fer the treatment of habitual drunkerds? ”’ 

Second Toper.— Well, seeing what we do for the revenue, I 
thinks as it’s time as Governmint did treat us!" 
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A New Excuse. 


[Dr. Weller (says the Land Magazine) has just obtained evidence 
which he declares “shows conclusively that perfectly fresh-and 
sweet milk, as it comes from the cow, may contain alcohol when 
the cows receive food containing alcohol.’’) 


Ir was nearly one o'clock in the morning. Mr. Brown stood 
unsteadily on his dovr-step, fumbling with the latch-key. There 
was’ sort of cinematograph instability about the key-hole. It 
flickered round in a most irritating manner, and dodged the key 
with complete success, in spite of all his efforts. No friendly 
policeman came along, and Brown was in despair, when the door 
opened suddenly, and G fell forward into the arms of his wife, who 
received him with a grim, steely glance that rivalled the glint of 
her metal hair-curlers, 

‘‘What do you mean by coming home in this state?” she 
asked severely. ‘‘ Where have you been?” 

Brown collapsed on to a chair, and sat blinking at her in guilty 
silence, 

“ Disgusting brute! You're too intoxicated to answer me.” 

““’"Mnot!” said the truant. 

“ Don’t dare to tell me you’re sober!” said his wife, regarding 
his flushed nose and crumpled collar. ‘‘ Where have you been ?”’ 

Brown was silent fora moment; then he grinned cunningly and 
said, ‘‘ Been to a toteetal meeting? ”’ 

“ A teetotal meeting! I don’t believe it.” 

“*Pommy word, I have! Drank too much milk.” 

‘* Milk-punch, you mean.” 

“No, milk; fresh, sweet milk, as it comes from the cow.” 

‘Cow, indeed! I suppose it was a cow with a cork in its mouth 
and a label on its back? Don’t tellme! What have you been 
drinking ?”’ 

‘* Milk—pure, fresh milk, as it comes——. 

“ T’m not quite a fool, Robert.” 

“ Here,” said Brown, dragging a crumpled paper out of his 
pocket and handing it to his wife, ‘‘if you don’t believe me, read 
that.” 

“Which? This piece marked with pencil ?”’ 

“Yes; that's ri’. It was all that beastly cow.” 

Mrs. Brown read the paragraph and looked puzzled. Only a 
week ago her husband had solemnly promised to avoid intoxicating 
liquors. Was there really any excuse for him ? 

“Do you mean to suggest that the milk intoxicated you?” she 
askedj 

‘*Zacly! Beastly cow been boozing.” 

Mrs. Brown was getting chilly, and her husband was clearly in no 
state for argument, so she postponed explanations till the morning, 
and led her weaker half upstairs, clinging tightly to her arm, and 
murmuring repeatedly, ‘‘Pure, fresh milk, as it comes from the 
beastly, boozy cow.” 

The good lady still has her doubts about the scientific discovery, 
but she is determined that Brown shall not be poisoned in his own 
house, at any rate. Sheis going to interview her dairyman, and 
inform him that unless he makes all his cows sign the pledge and 
aig a blue ribbon, she will transfer her custom to some other 
shop. 


Se <a ome 


“On Things in General.” 
BY MR. “FUN'S” WASHERWOMAN. 


I suncerely ‘ope by the time you read these lines that Lord Salis- 
bury will be fully restored to ‘ealth an’ strength. ‘E is a Prime 
Minister,an’' no mistake ; an’ proud I shoud be to wash for 'im for 
nothink, an’ if I didn’t git ’is shirts ‘‘ up to dicky "’--I means “up 
to Dick"’—-my name ain't Martha Suddle! 


Them Dervishes is a trublesome lot ; but, depend upon it, they’l] 
meet with there deserts afore we’ve done with ’em. I’ve ’eard 
that. they dance round an’ round until they falls down from sheer 
’xhaustion ; it’s there religion, you know. Well, wen you come to 
think of it, there’s a good deal of the “ going round ”’ bizness in our 
religion. I mean going round with the plate. My religion is 
“wash and pray.” 

At the time of ritin, Ameriky an’ Spain seem on the point of 
goin’ for each other “ might an’ Maine,”’ but I ’ope it won’t come 
to nothink. It woud be much better to “ splice the Maine-brace,”’ 
an’ make it up. 

Orfen ’ave I seen Miss Farren in the ’appy day wot is gone for 
hever. An’ may the pore, dear creechur long live to enjoy the 
‘ansome sum wot came more from the ’earts than the pockets of ’er 
countless admirers. The pore dear suffers crool from ruematisem, 
wich I do myself, an’ the twinges sometimes enough to make a 
saint want to swear in six diff’rent langwidges allat wunce. I 
beleave farren-ashus food, an’ not to much meat, is best for 
ruematisem ; an’ now, thank ’eaving! the darlin’ can ’ave as much 
as hever she wants, with a prospect of more to-morrer. 

That Druce case seems an xtrordinary one; at present it is buried 
in misterry, but wether the pore gentleman’s bones are buried were 
they was supposed to be remains to be seen; that is to say, his 
remains are to be seen, or p’r’aps they ain’t to be seen. I must say, 
if it rested with me, I should ‘‘ make no bones” about it, but ’ave 
the corfin up at wonce; but, oh, lor’ ! wen it comes to law, goodness 
only knows wen the matter will begin an’ wen it won’t end. 








Tanner’s Manners. 


(The other day, while the House of Commons was discussing an 
entirely different question, Dr. Tanner persisted in referring to 
Hong Kong. Called to order, the worthy doctor said he hoped the 
French would beat us there. Upon being requested by the Chair- 
man to leave the House, Dr. Tanner said he would do so with 
greater pleasure than ever he came into it.— Vide Press. ] 


Ou, the smart and polished manner of the Doctor is unique, 

It is really worth a “tanner ’”’ just to hear a Tanner speak ; 

When he launches out with fury on our grasping English sins, 
You would think you’re in Old Drury, for ’tis then the fun begins! 


’Tis an illigant oration fills and holds the entire place, 

For, bedad! There’s no worse nation than the filthy Saxon race; 
All their dirty deeds he’ll tell of in his own sweet way and mild, 
And his wordscome from the “ well of English pure and undefiled.” 


It must cause some nervous wrenches when a man so well-behaved 
Has to sit upon the benches of a House that’s so depraved ; 

You would think this gentle-hearted patriot would not be long 

Ere in righteous rage he started for his favourite isle, Hong Kong ! 


That the Doctor is persistent in his stay perchance is due 

To the fact that on some distant day that’s hardly yet in view, 
Spite of all its boasts vain-glorious, this proud land will be undone 
By the sword of France victorious—so he’ll stop and see the fun ! 


Yes, fair France will be the master, it will well perform its task— 
But, until that great disaster comes, the Doctor we would ask 

Just to modify his manners, which at present cause regret, 

Since ’tis ‘silver speech ’’ from Tanners we expect and hope to get. 


Mr. Henry Savage Landor. 


Ir Henry Savage Land-or seas will roam, 

When he had better far have stayed at home, 
And meets with suvage treatment, he must know 
He’s but himself to thank for all his woe. 


—— 
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MAURICE’S PORCELEINE. 


Brighter than Enamel. . . 


IN TINS, Gd. AND 1s., FROM ALL FIRST CLASS SHOPKEEPERS. 
4 rpcarccocaneardrtrstonaremeortrosiontont 


MAURICE’S PORCELEINE, 
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